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F a rude Muſe, Dear Sir, unknown to Fame, 
I For honeſt Truths can your Indulgence claim; 
Peruſe with Temper theſe impartial Lays, 

And then from Candour learn to merit Praiſe, 
Let ſweet Benevolence your Soul inſpire, 

And gen'rous Worth retouch your Muſe's Fire : 
Laſh ev'ry Vice with Juvenal's keen Pen, | 
But let not Malice fay, © Theſe are the Men.“ 


[4] 


If to reform, good Doctrine we'd impart, 
| Tis beſt to point that Doctrine to the Heart : 
Paint Vice, as it appears, | in horrid Mien, 


bc Which to be hated, needs but to be ſeen; 


4 


In vain may Fancy clap her gaudy Wings; 

Ill flow the Verſe, where four Moroſeneſs ſtings.. 

« - The buſkin'd Hero, as he treads the Stage, 

Strives to inſtruct, as well as pleaſe the Age; ; 

The moral Lines of Shakeſpear, Thorſon, Rowe, HAS | 
With Lee's mad Rage, and Otway' 8 pleaſing Woe, 
To fire the Soul with Virtue were "+ d, 
And raiſe an Emulation 3 in Mankind, © 
The comic Muſe, 11'S. tickles as ſhe wounds, 
But ſeldom lifts her Voice to tragic Sounds ; 

Blends with Inſtruction her good Humour too, 
Whilſt the peaked the Mirror to our View. 


Sir 


OW 
Sir Foppington may ſee his Picture there, 

And, if he pleaſe, the motley Cap may wear: 
But will the Actor chooſe, by way of Fun, 

To hold it to the Man, or put it on? 

Fen ſo the Satyriſt his Darts ſhou'd aim, 

But ne'er offend the Public with a Name. 


Reſcius is great we own: Yet why indeed? 


To found his Praiſe, muſt HN. or Hu- bleed? 


Why H- mouth, what Roſcius grac d before ? 
Or why 05——:2 ſqueak, or M: | 
Why private Foibles to the World diſcloſe ? 

Why, unprovok'd, create theſe Men your Foes? 


5 roar ? 


O may thy Muſe fome happier Theme impart 
To prove thy Merit, and to ſhew thy Heart: 


What wond'rous Draughts may we not hope to find, 
Whoſe Numbers breathe the Virtues of the Mind; 


be) 

To ſocial Ties thy flowing Lines extend; 

To Human- kind a Brother and a Friend: 

Safe in his Way the erring Peaſant lead, 

And o'er his Faults a gentle Umbrage ſpread ; 

With nice Diſtinction ev'ry F ally ſcan, 

Correct each Vice, but never wound the Man. 
Virtue and Science hand in hand appear, 

And jointly too in Honour's Triumph ſhare ; 

Science, when void of Virtue, is a Tool 

Fit only for the Knave to deck the Fool: 

Where Science ſtoops, or quits her native Charms, 

Or looſely ſports, in Cleopatra's Arms, 

Language in vain her outward Form may grace, 

She's no more current, than the Coin that's baſe : 

To praiſe Indecency makes no Pretence, 

Een Shandy ſneaks behind the Man of Senſe : 


Nature 
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Nature, not flow to execute her Part, 


Forms new Ideas for creative Art; 

Whilſt nicer Judgment the gay Fancy tries, 

And views the Truth with philoſophic Eyes 
Hence various Arts and various Modes aroſe, 


Theſe from true Judges, from the Mimic Thoſe: 


From hence we ſee the different Columns riſe, 
The Doric Pillar with th Tonic vies, 

The ſolemn Dome, majeſtically great, 

The humble Cot, and Palaces of State, 

Here Chineſe Turrets ſhine in aritic Taſte, 

There river Gods and heathen Temples plac'd ; 
Thus then in wild Confuſion may be ſeen 

The Noble ſtrangely blended with the Mean; 

So to all Arts deſcend, the ſame you'll find 
Expreflive of the Errors of Mankind : 


[8] 


Een Men of Letters prove this Maxim trum, 


Emblazon'd ſtrong alike in me and you. 

To err is mortal, ſoar we e'er ſo high, _ 

Why need we boaſt then our philoſophy ? b Ul ate bod 
| 21Þ Tho' I approach you; Sir, with ſolemn, Pace, 
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1 I quit the Pedant's Cant, the Prieſt's Grimace; 
| And freely own, © That you may paſs your Time 


| In ſpinning Reaſon into harmeleſs Rhimez/;-j 

| Or ſometimes boldly venture to the Play,” 

| Or viſit * = in an honeſt W: 103 ids 

| To ſpeculative Fools theſe Snares belong, 1 

But a Man's Conſcience tells him when he's wrong: 

Within the ſilent Monitor refides, - als e 

And reveals more than all the World beſides. 

Yet ſince we know that Imperfections draw: 

Thei blended Shades and Tints from N ature's Law, | 
'Tis 


'Tis Candour's Taſk to give a little Light, 10 
Or kindly wrap them up in endleſs Night. HM A * 


“ Actors, as Actors, are a lawful Game,” 


And as we freely praiſe, ſo may we blame ; 

But if, with rude Aſſault, th' unbridled Muſe, 

Een unprovok'd, tho lawful Game purſues, _ ; 

If, with keen, Zeal, ſhe; kindles all her Fire, 

And bids the Tribe in fun ral Pomp expire: 

What can we ſay to juſtify the Blow ? 

From Inhumanity ſuch Cenſures flow. A nultab A 

Muſt * or for Succeſs ne er hope ? 

Muſt all like Roſcius act, or write like Pope? 
Let no Reſentment urge your Muſe again, 

In venom'd Gall to dip che ſacred Pen; 

And let that Character be ſeen no more, 

As Dryden drew Achitophel of yore: 
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« Of theſe the daring / the firſt, 

« A Name to al} ſucceeding Ages curs d. 

« For cloſe Deſigns, and crooked Counſels fit, 
* Sagacious, bold, and turbwtent of Wit; 

« Reſtleſs, unfixt in Principles and Place, 

« In Pow'r unpleas'd, impatient of Diſgrace; 


% A fi'ry Soul, which, working out its Way, 
« Fretted the pigmy Body to Decay, 
And o'er inform'd the n of N 
« A daring Pilot in Extremity, nammnic ; 
i Pleas'd with the Danger, when the Waves went high : 
* « He ſought the Storms; but, for a Calm unfit, | 
Wound ſtcer tov nigh the Sands, to boaſt his Wit: 
“ Great Wits are ſure to Madneſs near ally d, 
« And thin Partitions do their Bounds divide: 


—— — — ———— — 


« Elſe 
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* Elſe why ſhou'd he, with Fame and Honour bleſt, 
* Refuſe his Age the needful Hours of Reſt? 
* Or why ſhou'd he, yet ſtill affecting Fame, 
Uſurp a Satyriſt's all- offending Name? 
O, had he been content to ſerve the Crown, 
* With Virtues only proper for the Gown !” 
What if the Band enrag'd with honeſt Fury, 
From Covent-Garden Theatre and Drury, 
Return the Compliment, and then to ſhew it, 
Shou'd thus attack the Parſon and the Poet. 

Arm, Vengeance, arm! with high theatric Rage, 
Prepare the Clarion, and the Combat wage: 
Bellona fierce comes rattling from afar, 


With every Implement of horrid War ; 
Around the Realm let the loud Cannons roar, 
And all their Thunder reach Hibernia's Shore: 


Let 


[ x2 ] 

Let every Preſs with Paper Bullets groan, 
And Critic's fight the Battles not their own: 
See in due Form, the Civil Liſt appear, 
The Prieſt, the Templar,” Pædagogue and Player: 
See how bemusd, the Mob: for Roſezus ſnhoutt. 
Behind him ſneak diſmayd the rabble Rout. 

In vain did Cibber, veteran Bard, indite 
Theatric Hiſtory with all his Might: 
In vain did Congreve labour for the Stage 
With Steele, the grand Reformer of the Age; 


In vain thall. Harlegiuni attend the School. 


If Theatres become a Ridicul e. 

Already ſee, the Heroes are in Aſm s 
Whilſt Hecate prepares her ſecret Charms, +, (1 / 
And bids them xiſe, like Banguo in the Pla 
With wild Amaze, and Beards all mealy gray. 


« Avyaunt, 
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* L 131 
e Avaunt, ye Fiends ! the Prieſt all trembling cries, 


” 


** Preſto! be gone! am I your Sacrifice? 
« Well! Il ſurrender, if you'll treat me civil,” 
So, we can find good Breeding in the Devil, 

Firſt H—v—rd came; for H—v—74 is polite, 
His Judgment clear, tho' not in Genius bright; = 
Calm and ſerene, he thus the Prieſt addreſt, | | 6 
Whilſt conſcious Virtue triumphU in his Breaſt : 
“For thee let Fancy weave: poetic Bays, '- _ l 
Jo feed thy Purſe with Caſh, thy Pride with Praiſe ; | 
In Numbers ſweet as Pope's, thy Muſe may ing, 
“Or touch with Melody the tuneful String. 

Thy Verſe no moral Leſſons can impart, 
* I only wiſh you, Sir, a better Heart.“ 

Ne þ him came T-, Roſcius favourite Child, 

In Manners gentle, and by Nature mild; 


But whit avails it? Ob, if thy Tongue 

Gravely ill-natur'd, or perverſely wrong, 

Shall boldly teach the Critic how to ſneer, 

Here's G—r=#'s Step, and all his Motion there,” 
While growing Hopes with mighty Powers combine, 
To make thy G s Merit, /-, thine. 

With him came D=—v—s, Y—t—es, Ob—n, K—np, 
And round the Prieſt appal'd they 'form'd a Ring; 
Then roſe the Mimic Re, and ſerew'd his Face, 

« Save you, good Sir, oh (ave your reverend Grace: 


© N., oor Priend has paid his Homage too, 


« And hail'd the Nymph of Fleer-Dirch and her Crew : 
e It therefore reſts with us; and we'll deviſe, 

« Some Means as adequate to all his Lies; 

rc What if we make a Farce, or Pantomine ?x&® * 

« No! there he's ſafe, his Caſſock is divine; 
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* Tho 


17 


[us 0 
« Tho' Prieſts for high fed Stalls, thoſe envied Things, 
« Wait on Stool, or flatter Kings, 


Let we muſt keep the Limits of the Lis: 


„ And only ſhew the Pictures, Poets draw.” 
Thus are you handled, Sir, from Side to Side, 


Some donbt your Virtues, ſome attack your Pride ; 


Give o'er a Subject, tho' with Humour writ, 


Where thoſe, who praiſe your Muſe, muſt blame your Wit. 


Poliſh, refine, and to th' admiring Throng, 
In ſweeteſt Notes pour forth the moral Song: 
To ſnarling Critics leave th' invidious Boon, 
To cut, to flaſh, and triumph in Lampoon. 


T.H'E END: 


